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VERSA EST IN LUGTUM CYTHARA MEA
LOVE! I no orgies sing
Whereby thy mercies to invoke:
Nor from the east rich perfumes bring
To cloud thy altars with the precious smoke.
Nor while I did frequent
Those fanes by lovers raised to thee,
Did I loose heathenish rites invent,
To force a blush from injured chastity.
Religious was the charm
I used affection to intice:
And thought none burnt more bright or warm,
Yet chaste as winter was the sacrifice.
But now I thee bequeath
To the soft silken youths at court:
Who may their witty passions breathe,
To raise their mistress' smile, or make her sport.
They'll smooth thee into rhyme
Such as shall catch the wanton ear:
And win opinion with the time,
To make them a high sail of honour bear,
And may a powerful smile
Cherish their flatteries of wit!
While I my life of fame beguile,
And under my own vine uncourted sit.